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The sculpture reproduced on the endpaper depicts a scene 
where three soothsayers are interpreting to King 
Suddhodana the dream of Queen Maya, mother of Lord 
Buddha. Below them is seated a scribe recording the 
interpretation. This is perhaps the earliest available 
pictorial record of the art of writing in India. 


From : Nagarjunkonda, 2nd century A.D. 
Courtesy : National Museum, New Delhi 
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INTRODUCTION 


In 1936, in his preface to Pu.Ti.Na's Mandaliru!, 
Professor M. Hiriyanna, the doyen of Indian philosophy who 
made Maharaja's College, Mysore, internationally known 
through his writings on Religion and Aesthetics, insightfully 
observed: 


Subjects which imagination handles are 
generally classed under two categories: the 
first is Nature and the second is Man who, 
situated in Nature, feels pain and pleasure. 
Some poets take great delight in describ- 
ing the beauty of nature while some oth- 
ers prefer to articulate the mysteries of hu- 
man life. There are a few others who 
would want to give equal importance to 
both. 


I place the author of the present 
volume, Sri Narasimhacharya, in the third 
group. He can describe the beauty of na- 
ture as well as the mystery of human life 
in memorable words. And, often, making 
the inanimate world animate and, transpos- 
ing the one into the other, he presents the 
two as constituting a single entity. And, 
therefore, the readers of his poems tran- 
scend the usual division of T and ‘It’ and 


1. Literally, fresh and tender leaves of the mango tree. 
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are temporarily put in possession of 
Ananda, a state of mind Yogis achieve 
for themselves. Naturally, therefore, the 
source of Narasimhacharya's poem is de- 
votion, the instinct for god-love and the 
basic rasa in his compositions is Shanta.* 


Professor G.S. Sivarudrappa, one of our distinguished 
and influential contemporary poet-critics, has spoken of some 
of the most salient features of Pu.Ti.Na's poetry. He says 
that its chief characteristic mark is to be found in the ex- 
ploratory nature of its philosophical and metaphysical con- 
cems: 


Mine is work of exploration of Principles 
Philosophic; my hobby it is to enquire into 
The 'Why' and the 'What'; bereft of this 

My words weave not themselves into a pattern. 


While citing these lines, Professor G.S.S. is quick to 
point out that the inquiry here is not that of a philosopher 
but that of a poet. The quest, the exploration is carried out 
within the frame of aesthetic pleasure or within the bounds 
of rasa. And, behind Pu.Ti.Na's search is the view of the 
Stranger, the non-alienated outsider. This is why there is 
present in the probing a mind that is often bafflled or 
puzzled but open and receptive to mystical experiences and 
irrational revelation that sometime border on the divine. Prof. 
G.S.S. quotes the following lines to make us aware of the 
intensely poetic and speculative strain in Pu.Ti.Na. 


Why was affection born in me 

For the quotidian, moving world? 

What binds the inner and the outer worlds 
And what the bond between me and these? 


Prof. G.S.S. also draws our attention to the other 
important feature of Pu.Ti.Na: It is a poetry, he says, which 
has its roots in the ancient Indian Bhagavata tradition. If 
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there is a conspicuous absence of the influence of English 
or European poetry in Pu.Ti.Na. it is because there is in 
him a deeply absorbed fund of Indian religious and cultural 
values, and this naturally makes little room for outside influ- 
ences to disturb his authentic indigenous vision. It is a vi- 
sion nurtured by the Bhagavata and the mystical and devo- 
tional poetry and music of the Indian Bhakti tradition.* 


These seminal observations of Prof. Hiriyanna and Prof. 
G.S. Sivarudrappa are to be understood against the back- 
ground of Pu.Ti.Na's own profoundly original view of the 
poet and poetry 


In the nineteen fiftees when Kannada Modern poetry, 
Navya Kavya, drawing inspiration from the post world-war 
British and European literary scenario, attempted a re-defini- 
tion of the role of the poet, Pu.Ti.Na., who had begun writing 
in the nineteen thirtees, in the Navodaya days, thought that 
he should present his view vis a vis the then current view. 
And, it is here that we find Pu.Ti.Na. as critic and thinker 
at his best. It is needless to add that Pu.Ti.Na. writes as a 
poet-critic, as an insider, as a practitioner of verse who fol- 
lows his own poetic vocation while being aware of the 
changes happening around him: 


"It is often debated whether the true 
spirit of poetry resides in its subject mat- 
ter or in ways of structuring it or in style 
or in the right choice of words or whether 
in a proper combination of all these to- 
gether. Thinking over these questions I feel 
that the secret of poetry resides in none 
of these elements. To me it appears that 
from birth itself two qualities have to be 
present in a writer for the creation of 
poetry. One, a consciousness arrived at 
through intensely experienced feelings of the 
actual and two, a graceful skill to leap out 
of the intensely felt experiences in order 
to have an objective understanding of the 
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actual. The first one may be called “an 
ability to immerse oneself in the waters of 
the actual"_(Bhava Nimajjana) and the 
second, in yogic terms, ‘the skill to leap 
out' (Laghima Kaushala) of it. Unless 
these two qualities are present in a writer, 
the gift of succesful composition will not 
come to him. The rest of the features of 
poetry are achieved through learning and 
practice. 

‘Poetry is born in the soul of one in 
whom there is a conflict between the fas- 
cination for the actual and the wish for 
liberation, for mukti from the actual. The 
fascination stems from our obsession with 
Artha and Kama, wealth and women and 
all other kinds of desire. Art arises out of 
an encounter between these two. Maybe 
it is better we describe this not as con- 
flict or encounter but as a co-presence of 
opposed forces. And these interdependent 
forces try to control each other, to restrain 
a total leaning either towards immession in 
the actual or towards liberation, and the 
soul caught in this kind of crisis creates 
poetry. Without a pull towards, a fascina- 
tion for the actual, no poetry can be born. 
But this also is true. The poet's mind, his 
consciousness has to learn to be free of 
the pull and the fascination of the actual. 
This is necessary because the inherent wish 
for mukti, liberation is lodged in his mind. 
What the moon is to the earth, the actual 
is to the poet. And a poet is not a sym- 
bol of the instinctual urges of the race of 
his time: he is, on the contrary, one in 
whom the actual and the ideal, the flesh 
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and the spirit, come together in harmony. 
The aim of poetry is not to excite feel- 
ings in their raw state but to arrange them 
and raise them to a higher plane of con- 
sciousness: it ought to help men achieve a 
state of mind which is simultaneously neu- 
tral and involved and thus help it to view 
and understand the world objectively”. 

Is it then surprising that if we find in Pu.Ti.Na. in 
poem after poem which in some form or another presents 
the complex but ever-present and inescapable bond there is 
between man and Nature and God, the creator of Nature. 


Consider a poem like Rangoli: what moves the reader 
is the child's response not to god but to the old woman. To 
the child, the old woman and not god, is of absorbing inter- 
est. Without expecting anything the old woman climbs up 
the hill every morning and draws near the threshold of the 
temple the rangoli. Her faith in and love for god are ex- 
traordinary and they get expressed in her dexterously drawn 
beautiful designs. And, the unspoiled mind of the child is 
rightly drawn to her selfless and unconscious art rather than 
to the gold and diamond- decked idol of god to which the 
father of the child is drawn and to which he repeatedly 
tries to draw the attention of the child too. And rightly, again, 
we feel with the thinking adult that the real mystery is not 
in godhead but in the moving faith of profoundly simple souls 
which put their faith in their beliefs. 


Naturally, again, Gandhi, the man of faith and of ac- 
tion appears to be the plenipotentiary of god an earth. And 
he is marvellously rightly identified with the shadow of an 
eagle which roams the earth unhindered. A series of unob- 
trusive and nature-related images, like flashes of lightning, 
convinces us of the perceptive novelty and aptness of the 
poet's insight into Gandhi's personality. (The Shadow) 


The asterisk indicates that the views of the writers presented here . 
are not translations but are free renderings hy the editor. 
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If god takes care of his devotees so do they of his! 
How else does one understand the pity poor Nagi feels for 
god? She finds it difficult to feed herself and her two chil- 
dren although she works from morning to night. And in the 
largeness of her hear she feels pity for god who has to 
feed and take care of the entire world! 


Mother, I am a poor woman and this is my lot; 

But what should it be for our God of the Hills? 
He is to take care of all the living in the world. 
And for him, for my father, I cry! 

The Gopis, the lovers of Sri Krishna, are prepared to 
abandon all their wordly longings, including their love for their 
husbands and children for they know they cannot live with- 
out their love for him. The love they have for him has 
transcended their ego and has become an instrument of ethi- 
cal and moral uplift. 


Make the illusion of the world 
Disappear and our ego dissolve and melt; 
Let the love for your song 

Stand by us all our lives, 


Stop not, Krishna, playing on the flute. 
In Pu.Ti.Na. love appears both in its fleshly and spiri- 


tual forms. And once true love enters a soul, there is a 
rich seachange: it transforms an individual into a rare being: 


Once we fall in love 
'You' are 'me' and 'I' am 'you'. 
This is the music of love. 


For love is transcendence of the self, of one's small 
ego, and of understanding and becoming the other. 


This is one reason why the poet in Pu.Ti.Na., as sug- 
gested by Prof. Hiriyanna, is an instrument that makes us 
move god-ward. And it is quite possible that god might ap- 
pear in the form of buffalo wallowing in muddy water! Man 
and animals and god are all kindred beings. 
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A simple act like eating a pomegranate fruit can make 
Pu.Ti.Na. revel in the mysterious nexus between man and 
nature and god. He wonders how a skinny, thorny tree gath- 
ered all the richness of colour and taste from the earth and 
asks: 


What divine taste is this? and who the 
Taster? and what wondrous richness! 

And what pleasure? and on my tongue 

What an union, what a coming together 

Of Nature and God, of Prakriti and Purusha! 

Pu.Ti.Na. is as strongly aware of the darker side of 
love and passion. (Incidentally this gets fully enacted in his 
opera, Ahalya). In 'Kama in Holy places' we see how when 
normal, natural human desires are suppressed they have their 
revenge and they can bring not only men down but temples 
too! And it is not only the dark forces of Kama which 
frighten Pu.Ti.Na., but darkness too. Physical and spiritual 
darkness can strike terror into his being. (An Evening) 


There are a number of short and long poems which 
have for their subject matter, Nature. ‘Night and the Rising 
Moon, 'The Silence of the Eastern Valley of Yadugiri', 'Night 
at Yadugiri' come to one's mind immediately. But there isn't 
anywhere any description of nature for its own sake. 
Pu.Ti.Na. always makes description of nature an integral part 
of his understanding of man and god, of temporal and spiri- 
tual spheres. It is appropriate therefore that the tree in ‘The 
Tree Speaking’, should assess man and say at the end; 


And in death I smell sweet; 
But you, when dead, are a smelly rotten corpse! 


Pu.Ti.Na. as poet rarely argues but when he does he 
does it passionately, with an amazing intensity of feelings. 
Or, in other words, the primacy of rasa, of aesthetic plea- 
sure, is scrupulously upheld. And what comes to his aid here 
is his unerring sense of music. Words get wedded to music 
or words are infused with the rhythm and soul of music. 
This combination of language and music is put to excellent 
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use not only in his poetry but in his superbly successful 
operas like Gokula Nirgamana and Ahalya. (This aspect 
of his poetry sadly defies translation!) 

| Pu.Ti.Na. is a poet of faith in an age of scepticism 
or agnosticism. In saying so, what however needs to be 
particularly stressed is this: his faith is not that of an un- 
thinking believer but of an inquiring thinker. The Krishna he 
evokes for us belongs as much to the Bhagavata period as 
to our own. The Krishna of his Sri Hari Charite as an 
example, if examples are indeed needed. 

This is not at all surprising if we look at Pu.Ti.Na.- 
Purohita Tirunarayana Narasimhacharya- the man. Born into 
a highly orthodox Shri Vaishnava family on 17 March 1905 
at Melkote, the holy place where Sri Ramanujacharya found 
his spiritual refuge, Pu.Ti.Na. absorbed the ancient Indian way 
of life. But he lived at a time when India, under Gandhi, 
had woken up and begun to think rationally in an idiom 
which way essentially liberal and humanistic and basically 
English. While studying at Maharaja's College, Mysore, for 
his B.A. degree, he learnt French. Knew very well as he 
did Sanskrit and English and speak as he did Tamil at home- 
his mother tongue- and absorbed as he did the liberal En- 
glish thought of his political- days, Pu.Ti.Na. became a truly 
representative child of his ethos. Firmly rooted in his own 
rich tradition of sanskrit and philosophy and yet receptive to 
new ideas. from the West, Pu.Ti.Na. like many of his stal- 
wart contemporary writers like Kuvempu and Bendre, grew 
into a formidable and fascinating combination of the old and 
the new, of the east and the west, of the poet and the 
mystic. (Incidentally, Pu.Ti.Na.s view of the past, of what is 
- old, is interesting: "That which can be abandoned without any 
loss belongs to the past and that which has meaning and 
relevance to-day, irrespective of whether it is fact or fiction, 
belongs to the present. Legends, for instance, are always 
with us and are always relevant as they present man's es- 
sential qualities which can be seen anywhere at any point 
of time or space.') 
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Songs from Pu.Ti.Na's operas and the long extract from 
his epic poem Sri Haricharite that are presented in this 
selection easily convince us that he is not merely an ex- 
traordinarily gifted poet but also one whose creativity found 
its expression copiously and in various forms. 


More than twelve volumes of poems, verse transla- 
tions from English, Sanskrit and Tamil, wonderful prose writ- 
ings that run into six volumes, four collection of essays in 
literary criticism and aesthetics and about ten magnificient 
operas speak volumes of Pu.Ti.Na. enviable achievement. He 
was a recipient of the Central Sahitya Akademi Award 
(1966), and an Honorary D.Litt Degree from the University 
of Mysore (1971). He was elected President for the 
Kannada Sahitya Sammelana at Chikmagalur (1981) and he 
received the Karnataka Sahitya Akademy Award for the most 
creative work (1988) as well as the Government of 
Karnataka's prestigious Pampa Award (1994). 


As his benedictory verse says, Pu.Ti.Na. is truly an 
adorable poet. 


Beauty on one side and 

Pleasure on the other! 

What a wondrous coin 

For the connoisseurs of art to use! 
And how adorable 


The poet who mints such coins! 


I shall not try to draw the attention of the readers to 
blemishes in Pu.Ti.Na's poetry as discerning readers can easily 
spot these for themselves. But this should be said. Pu.Ti.Na. 
himself- the vigilant poet-critic than he was all his life- was 
well aware of these. In his preface to Ganesha Darshana, 
his fourth collection of poems, he wrote: ‘Maybe because 
pondered over far too long or because of the constraints of 
prosody or because of vague apprehension of idea some of 
the poems (here) may not be easily accesible to the reader." 
Trying to make his lyrics reach the level of music Pu.Ti.Na. 
unknowingly caused much damage to his poetry. Also, a 
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strange attraction for old Kannada and Tamil affected both 
his diction and syntax and often the writing looked laboured. 
and unidiomatic. But we must be grateful to the poet who 
in his mint coined so many wonderful poems. 

If I have been able to include: a couple of. transla- 
tions done by other writers, it is solely because ‚of the timely 
help given me by Prof G.S. Sivarudrappa who admirably 
keeps alive in himself the old-world literary and scholarly 
graces. It is with pleasure that I thank him. 

I am thankful to the Sahitya Akademi for kindly as- 
signing this work to me and I am much obliged, and most 
pleasantly, Shri Agrahara KrishnaMurthy for much adminis- 
trative and academic help I have received from him. 


-D.A. Shankar 
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1. A Dhyana Sloka* 


Beauty on one side and 
Pleasure on the ot 
What 2 wondrous coin 
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* (literally, a meditative verse) 
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2. My Song 


My Song, 

Hidden in the womb of the plant, 
When, when will it blossom forth? 
In hope, I wait and tremble. 

My Song will issue forth when 
My heart's sadness dissolves and 
My tears dry up. 


My Song 

Will flower in full when 

Burning passion burns away to ashes 
And only the rembrance of it stays: 
Then will my song come out and sing. 


My Song 

Will sing when the here and the now craves 
For the eternal and leaves in me 

Merely the deep desire: 

Then my song will sing itself out. 

My Song, 

Like love hiding in the breast 

Of an innocent maid, 

Nestles in my heart, 

Trembling in fear and hope. 

I wait for it to break through my heart. 
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3. The Story - teller 


The winnower of our sorrows, 

O, story-teller, 

What is it you cannot manage! 
What is an uphill task for you? 

O, bringer of happiness, 

Is there anything that is beyond you? 


You make 

A monkey leap across the ocean wide! 
And with a mountain as churner, 

You say, they churned the sea! 

It is impossible, I guess, for 

Even the creator to 

Slake the thirst of your imagination! 


You make 

Clouds and swans your messengers of love, 
And to tempt an ascetic 

You invoke a bevy of nymphs! 

And by the side of angels 

You make the wicked live! 

Who knows the secret of your magic art? 


In a word, you present the world, 
And sieve clean the human mind; 
And keep everyone under your spell! 
With whom shall I compare you? 


O, winnower of our woes, 


What uphill task is there for your art! 
D 
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4. Question - Answer 


Why has the mango tree 
Put forth new leaves? 
For the cuckoos to sing. 


Why has the flowering plant 
Put forth fresh flowers? 
For the bees to suck honey. 


Why has the garden green grass? 

For the poets to chew on the tender stem, 
To relish the juice, to look at the sky, 

And become inspired! 
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5. The Shadow 


There is an eagle flying high. 
In the sky. 

And, down below, its shadow 
Roams the earth. 


To the eagle its will is its way 
And to the shadow 
All land, a road. 


Over plains and roof-tops, 

Over lakes and ponds, 

Over plants and trees and shrubs 
Over valleys and hills 

It moves without check. 


In amazement the air watches 
Its speed on land! 


. Who can hinder it in its path? 


Tiredness it knows not, 
Nor does it know rest: 
It moves unhindered. 


Seeing this, I wonder: 

Is Gandhi a shadow like this? 
Does the brave one move 
As bid by the will of god? 
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6. The Tree Speaking 


From below I «suck slushy rubbishy water 
But wave in the sky the flowers I bear. 
From my nether-mouth I consume excrement 
But at the top I bring forth juicy fruit. 


In summer, the land is parched and hot: 
I then sprout young green leaves 

And, spreading them against the sky. 
Shed below cool green dark shade. 


In winter I open myself up to the cold 
And, standing naked, I shed all foliage; 
‘And I leave not a single leaf 

To the mercy of the icy cold wind. | 


I am never dirty, never am I polluted; 
I live not for myself; 

I harm no living thing 

And I crave for nobody's favour. 


To those who need, whatever they need, 
I give and die while giving 
And in death I smell sweet. 
But you, when dead, are a smelly corpse! 
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7. Rangoli 


Autumn came and blanketed 

The hill with mildly warm sunshine: 
My little boy and I went up 

And reached the hill-top. 


As boys pelt stones into a pond 
And happily watch the circling waves, 
Birds tossed waves of song 

Into the silence of the day. 


We reached the summit, 
Stood near the temple; 
There was none around 
And silence reigned supreme. 


My heart with devotion 1 

My mind with thoughts elevated were full 
And I walked round the temple 

And then stepped in. 


Within there was none to recite 

The Vedas, none to sing the sacred 

Tamil hymns, and quarrels there were 
None over precedence and privilege! 
Within the hill-top temple something, 

I felt, unburdened me of. all my sorrows; 
Some godly peace brought into me 
Solace, cool and comforting. 
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With my head bowed in veneration 

I stood near the hallowed threshold; 

Then it: was that the young lad 

tugged at my tunic and drew my attention. 


There in the dusky light 
I saw a figure bent with age; 
An old, aged woman and she 
At the top of the hill! 


Her clothes were rags; her hair white; 
And her face all wrinkles: 

The days of her years had left 
Their mark deep on her. 


But as if laughing at her years 
Her eyes shone bright 

And bestowed on her a dignity, 
Strange and awe-inspiring. 


How did she manage to climb the hill? 

And, this woman, in tattered clothes 

What, what can she offer to 5 
The lion-faced god of the hill? 

Did she know that God 

Who dewlls in every human heart 

Makes neither gender nor gold 

His measure of devotion? 


She wiped the floor clean 

With the fringe of her saree 

And taking out a handful of rangoli 
From her waist-band drew designs: 


First, a lotus of a hundred petals; 
Then, round it, leaves and creepers; 
And topped the design 

With a pair of birds in love. 
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As beauty formed itself in her mind 
She drew, forgetting herself; 

And amazed was I, looking 

At her, lost to all the world! 


Not a line she drew went askew; 
Her dexterous fingers drew 

With ease and speed and 

Her art held me in thrall. 


"The aged woman is poor; 

Maybe there's none to care for her 
Except the lion-faced 

Lord of the hill," I thought: 


"Dismissing her woes of age and penury, 
Does she climb up the hill, 

Draw designs in rangol to please the one 
Who, she thinks, cares for her? What faith!" 


The sacred curtain was drawn aside; 

I offered fruits and flowers and 

In the waved- lit- camphor light saw the lord; 
But the little boy looked not at the lord. 


His eyes were glued to the 
Design the old woman drew; 

His mind lost in the rangoli 
Allowed him not to bow to god! 


"Look, Kittu, a golden crown adorns 

The head of the lord; he is dressed 

In velvet and around his neck 

What a lovely necklace! How beautiful he is!" 


The boy turned not his gaze; 
To him, it was no god mysterious; 
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The design the old woman drew- 
That was the annunciation for the lad! 


And it was the boy's presence 
Which that day revealed to me 
A secret: the idol is no god: 
The design is the mystery! 


I looked at the aged woman- 

An image of devotion incarnate; 

Then at the idol and said, "God is a doll, 
Worship is play but faith is true mystery! 


Does god exist or doesn't he? 

Who knows? But "pain which others feel not, 
Sins hidden, secrects stored up in 

The deep of the heart, 


He\alone, entering the heart, 
sees and consoles," is a belief 
Devout, strange and immovable 
And here lies the mystery. 


Maybe the aged woman is dead, 
Maybe she can rio more draw 
Designs on the floor to 

Please the lord of the hill-top temple, 


But this consoles me: 

To please Him was her one aim 

And the remembrance of her faith 
Brings sweet solace into my heart. 
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8. Pomegranate Seeds 


These pomegranate seeds, in a silver bowl, 

Like rubies, pour forth a lustrous light; 

Are these, all of these, meant only for me? 
My tongue, tasting fresh new riches, tells me 
I had lived a “life of penury all these days. 


As I taste the juicy seeds, one after another, 
I wonder how the thorny, skinny tree 
Gathered it all from the earth: 

A miracle it looks! 


Love of seasons, embraces of the air, 

Strength of the sun, the cool of the bracing moon 
And the touch of the dewy rain have 

Together distilled in you 

A sweet-sour taste beating all other tastes. 


What divine taste is this? And, who 

The taster? And, what wondrous richness! 
And what pleasure! And, on my tongue 
What an union, what a divine coming-together 
Of nature and God, of Prakriti and Purushal 
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9. Kama in Holy Places 


Plants have broken through the plaster; 
The temple tower is crumbling; 

The sacred water of the holy pond 
Is moss-covered, daring human touch. 
Like one refusing food fit for kings 
And going after the leftovers, 

The youth roam the streets. 


A vessel, ever full of wisdom, is 

Exchanged for a beggarly bowl of porridge. 
In this land where once oozed 

The sweet fragrance of the lives of saints 
There isn't any sign of faith. 


O, life, rooted in desire, in Kama, 

You were suppressed, held down 

And your desirious being was cut and 
ploughed in 

And the weeds of your sense organs 
pulled out by 

Saints in these holy places. 

Are you, to settle scores, taking revenge? 
Are you making us return to un-bridled 
Animal ways of life? 

Is the well-kept garden of yore 

Taken over by poison-spreading weeds? 
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10. On Seeing the Sea 


Like an evil spirit, confined to a chasm and howling, 
This sea roars and sighs and claws the earth 
Thinking the land holds it imprisoned: 

It tries to rise, to break through 

And rears and rolls and falls and 

Stretches its hand for help to the shore. 


Truly, this rich mass of water is great; 

Its eternal cry of humiliation it keeps 

Hurling at the sandy beach; tiredly but ceaselessly 
It roars: 

Who is he who keeps the sea in prison and 
Rules over? 

"There is no pleasure except in things great," 
Says the Upanishad, and seeing the sea bound in 
By a spirit far greater, I draw strength 

And look at the sea in compassion as 

God does at man caught in a world of confusion. 
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11. The Statement of a Pond 


"This doesn't have 

The sparkle of a flowing river; 

Nor can this leap over 

Chasms and valleys; 

When the wind, in compassion, gives it a push 
Like the lame, it moves a bit; 

On its own: it cannot move; 

Its bosom, covered with thick green moss 
Blocks the entry of the divine; 

Its steps are nice but 

They break the pure moving melody" 


"Don't you run me down like this. 

True, beyond the stone-steps.I cannot move, 
But that's no matter, and but natural. 
However home am I to moving creatures 
To water snakes and frogs, and 

Look, for this lotus! 

You like it, don't you?" 

When the pond spoke so, in surprise and joy, 
I surmised: 

This inert, mute water 

Has blossomed into a flower! 

Gratefully I accepted 

The gift unsought. 
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12. A Fun-Vision of the Divine 
12 


The day dawned; light, soft and cool, 
played on the village-field; 

Like a child cradled in the sweet 
Songs of the soul, the world smiled. 


The air, as if bathed in the 
Himalayan spring, lightly sprinkled the 
Swaying trees and plants 

with dew-drops of light. 


The leaves of the banyan tree 

Danced as if moving to a song; 

The hills at the distant horizan 

Looked lighter than the floating clouds. 


-2- 


The mind free and undisturbed, 
Blessed with pleasant peace, 

Resembled the morning in the village: 
A veritable play- field of God himself! 


When the day looked set for 

Happiness and my mind was like a 

Boat whose sails had been lowered, 
Something, disturbing, stood and stared at me! 
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Once this way and once that way 
It moved, then was still and 
Then gazed at me as if 

I looked a funny creature! 


Twisted horns, a mud-caked face, 
Gaping nostrils, huge and wide, 
And ears large as plantain flowers 
And eyes bulging out big! 


"J know you, you fail to recognise 

Me and you are all confusion! 

Isn't this fun? Ha, ha, ha..." suppressing 
Its laughter it laughed. What could I say? 


"Brother, see; look at me," it said. 

And called me by my pet name: 

"You are young, how would you know?," 
Once more it appeared to say. 


+ 


When, thus, he looked at me 

Assuming animal form, I wondered 

What it was and then saw through 

And grasping the truth I laughed out loud. 
"I know, I see why you smile. 

What madness! Take off your mask. 

You cannot fool me any more, 

Enough of this. I like it not much." 


When plainly I spoke this out, 

Like one in shame, the animal fled. 
And the next instant, all was changed: 
At a distance was a -buffalo grazing! 
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In that. village, I, for a while, had a 
Glimpse of the One who removing 
The mask of illusion made me see the truth: 
Since then my mind hankers after it. 
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13. The Misery of the 
Lord of the Hills 


An afternoon of blazing sun 

And there he is the sun, alone in the sky; 
Tired, grinding corn, Nagi 

Makes the stone-grinder go round and round. 


My granny, beaten by the heat, 

Lies on the bare floor, exhausted. 
Sacrificing her life to bring us up, 
She is now, like a fruit, ripe in age. 


The summer's suffocating fire 

Has stilled the world into inert quietness; 

Living creatures in fear take refuge in the shade, 
Buc how can orphaned Nagi have any respite? 


"Has the child woken up, crying? 

Is Narasi hungry or scared? 

There is still corn left to be ground 
And to night there isn't anything to eat." 


Sounds of sighs and sobbing 
Drive away granny's dreams; 
She looks round and sees 
The work-woman weeping. 


"Nagi, what's it? Is it the remembrance 
Of your husband? Or, in this hot sun, does 
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The hardship of living look harder, 
And keep life's wounds open and raw? 


"Child, tell me, what makes you cry? 
Is it anxiety for the children?" 
Swallowing the rising sorrow 

The work-woman spoke in this fashion: 


"Mother, what shall I say? we are 

Three at home, me, my daughter and my child; 
If I cease to work for a day, there won't be 
Enough of anything to keep us alive. 


"Mother, 1 am a poor woman, this is my lot; 

But what should it be for our Lord of the Hills? 
He has to take care of all the living in the world. 
I cry for him, I cry for my dear father, our Lord." 


“Ah! Go, mad you are!" said my granny 
And laughed but even now I marvel; 

Is there, in any other human heart, 
Compassion larger than the work-woman's? 
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14. Ah, How poor is God! 


I am building a temple 
For ‘my god; 

And I build it because 

He is poorer than a puper. 


True, Vishnu is Lord of the earth 

And he measured it with one foot; 

How small should He be who 

Begs for room in my heart tiny and foul! 


And so does Siva, Lord of the Silver mountain, 

- Who wears the crescent moon in his hair, 

Has Parvati for the seeker of his love, but has 

His home in a cemetry and animal-skin for his dress! 


A whole world isn't enough to allay 

A poor man's hunger; but for god a human 
Heart is enough and I therefore build a temple 
In my heart 

For God who is poorer then the poorest! 
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15. The Poet 


Like the subtle wireless apparatus 

Capturing strange melodies 

Emanating from regions for - off, remote, 

And. bringing these into the aural zone of the listener, 


You, O, poet, 

You bring us that bliss eternal 
Originating in the heart of the universe 
And spread waves of happiness 

All through the world. 


All that is visible to the eye 

All that is alive and vibrant 

Has its being in the Being everlasting; 
You, an instrument framed by nature, 
Bring into being 

That bliss rooted in all beings! 


Make our mind, O poet, move god-ward 
And reveal to it the secret of that bliss 
Which would make the world 

Come to know itself better. 
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16. An Evening 


The day ended and the earth 
Faded into dingy twilight, 

The way a child, in its mother's absence, 
Crawls and covers itself with dust! 


It became dark- and look! 
The stars came out above 
And shone like points reflecting 
Light from behind a black curtain. 


I am here, down below, 
In love with the ancient darkness 
And with starlight, holding in balance, 
The little light against heavy dark sadness. 
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17. Night and the Rising Moon 


Like Hiranyaksha who rolled up the earth, 
-As one does a mat of straw,- 

Darkness wrapped up the twinkling stars 
And triumphanthy advanced. 

Spelling the doom of the day it announced: 


"This-mine-is a new world; 

My legislation is of another kind; 

The illusory world the sun displayed 

Is gone, This-mine-is a world of fresh waya." 


Had the king of darkness, to show off 

His majesty, covered himself with flickering light? 
Fears and desires of the day 

Can have a field-day here. 


What won there, it loses here; 

What one saw there is but a dream here; 
Eternal is the fight between gods and demons; 
It is illusion turned upside down. 


With the auspicious rising of the moon, 
There appeared yet another kind of maya, 
And it showered contenders both 

With benedictions sweet. 
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18. The Fear of Darkness 


As if Shiva, the ascetic, slightly closed his eye 
And looked sideward at Parvati, 

The evening sun's golden light gilded 

The hills and valleys and lakes and, 

For a while, the glitter lasted; 

Then, twilight. 


Now it is .dark everywhere: 

The hill has melted into a dusty mound 

And is lost in the grey sky. 

The foliage of the mango and the jamoon trees 
Has lost its shape and form and 

Looks like moss. 


` The world is slowly disappearing, and 
As if some one, hiding behind the clouds, 
Laughs, the stars peep out, 
Love for open space is lost, 
Lighted lamps flicker, here and there. 


This lake, off visited, is dear to me 

For itself and for its lotuses and water-birds, 
Now it looks like a princess 

In the grasp of evil spirits 

And she, in fear, fearfully 

Lets down her dark-liquid tresses. 


Now there exists nothing. 
Neither the hill nor the lake nor the garden; 
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It is one huge bare bald space, 

Killing all joy, 

I look around as darkness pounces at me 
And, losing heart, I move quickly away. 
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19. Krishna's Flute 


Listen, it is the call of 
Krishna's flute! 

Listen to the call, 

Listen to it and run, run quick! 


Think no more 
Of the child in the cradle, 
Of the husband sleeping next, 
Quickly, quickly run to Brindavan- 
the fulte of Krishna calls! 


The pearl-laced blouse, the coral-earing. 
Jasmine and champak to adorn the hair, 
The anklets and the toe-rings, 
Ah, dear, we forgot, left at homel- 
listen, Krishna's flute calls! 


Let the morning household work 

Remain undone, 

Let the neighborn laugh 

If they want to, 

Listen, listen to the call of Krishna's flute 
From Brindavan! 


As darkness gets washed 

By the rays of the morning sun 
Our mind is free of all fear; 
Listening to the magic of the flute 
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Of Krishna, the flute-flayer, 

Our mind is free of fear 

And all is love 

Listen, listen to the call of Krishna's flute 
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20. Krishna, Stop not... 


Krishna, play on the flute, 

And stop not, please; 

If you do, how shall we ever 

Shed our fear of the home and the world? 


The way cruel fate waits 

To pounce on us unaware, 

Our fear too prowls around 

To devour us- stop not, Krishna... 


This is no home but a forest; 

Nor is this day- light but darkness; 

Doubts about the rightness of 

What we have done, fill us with fear-Stop not, Krishna. 


I am wife; he is husband; 

And these are brothers and sisters; 

Kinship, O, our beloved, unsettling 

Floats back into our minds- Stop not, Krishna 


The decorus path the eleders made 
we have overstepped, and we fear; 
Your song gives us strength and so 
We have come in the middle of the night- 
. : Stop not, Krishna... 


As the primal fish did, you 
Save us, bring us ashore; 
Krishna, let not this bliss eternal 
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Escape us and we be drowned- Stop not, Krishna... 


Like rotting water in a puddle 

We are burdened with a thousand worries; 
Let the sound of your flute 

Flood our lives with a rich harvest- Stop not, Krishna... 


Make the illusion of the world 

Disappear and our ego evaporate; 

Let the love for your song 

Stand by us all our lives- Stop not, Krishna... 
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21. The New Song 


I 
Hour by hour in new and yet newer modes 
- This world is running on; 
Glancing at the old with eyes of scorn 
With boisterous laugh : 
This world is racing on. 


Day after day, age after age, and for aeons on end, 
Eler doing what it did,... 

The same song, the same chorus, 

Singing ever the self-same tune, 

This world that ever trod in old, old paths, 
Like a horse with blinkers on, 

Is by an unknown power beguiled today 
And, wild and crazy, 

It races on, 

Glancing at the old with eyes of scorn 
With boisterous laugh 

This world is racing on. 


u 

Ignorance lit up with the glow of Science, 

New religions spurring on the stagnant mind, 

New creations that bewilder imagination, 

A new vision suited to a novel life. 

The Poet has felt the new joy of a revolution, 
» And Art has put on the radiance of a new beauty; 
“Fresh colours to a picture, 

New flourishes to a song 
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Hour by hour to new and yet newer modes 
This world is running on. 


To the heights of progress, 

To the ruin of a deluge, 

Who knows? 

Glancing at the old with eyes of scorn 
With boisterous laugh 

This world is racing on. 


-Translated by 
Late K. Sampadgiri Rao 
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22. The Silence of the Eastern Valley 
of Yadugiri 


The veil of mist over the eastern valley 
Slips off at the touch of sun's fingers; 
The earth shyly, slowly displays 

The richness of her wealth. 


The fingers of the sun stroke into life 
The garden and the pond and 

The deep trough of the valley; 

The plants lap up the oozing ground-water. 


Pleasure, spreading pleasure, disturbs 

The Yoga Samadhi of the deity of the place; 
The silence of the winter days 

Wakes up slowly to the sound in the valley. 


The tinkle of the bells of cattle, 

The murmur of the flowing stream, 
The song of birds, the cry of animals, 
The shrill screech of the falcon, 


The swaying music of the cool air 

Carrying the sweet voices of the peasants, 
The walking- gossip of the shephered- maids 
Carrying milk and curd on their head, 


Wake up the silence lying coiled 
At the bottom of the valley and then 
Silence sprouts a thousand tongues 
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But speaks in harmony. 


How beautiful is this silence! 
How sweet is this silence! 
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23. The Silence of the Western Valley 
of Yadugiri 


The happiness of the day does not 

Tease the silence of the western valley: 

The Black-stone hillock, majestically perching over, 
Is still, and in silence unbroken. 


Now and then, once a while, some sweet 
Sound stealthily hits the rim of the chasm, 
Like the rashly-spoken words of a boy 
Who knows not what is apt and where. 


Flower-soft sunlight fills the valley 

And it looks a gift from the sun to a saintly king; 
And like devotees standing in veneration 

Stand still the tress on the hill side. 


The hill holding doomsday-fire in its womb 
Diplays calm and an enviable control; 

The touch of the sun-warmed flowers 
Disturbs not the hill's Yogic posture. 


In the kingly presence of the hill 

None dare disturb the silence even 
During day: all sound, all movement 

Are held in check and no celebratory din! 
And, listen to the sleeping-silence at 

The botton of the western valley. 

It is silence which wakes not 
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The flower-soft sunlight from its sleep. 


Amazing is this silence! 
Profound is this silence! 
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24. Night at Yadugiri 


The earth has cast off the sun's spell 
And is now in her true essence; 

The night looks nature-made 

And life on the earth looks an actress 
Who has bid adieu to the stage 

And is living her own life. 

The universal soul is now awake 
And has opened its starry-eye; 

The air, like the dream that cushions 
The universal mind, blows 

The way we breathe, alternately. 


Like the shadow of dreams presenting 
Images of the real, the outlines 

Of plants and trees become visible. 

Silence reigns over the temple and 

The huts and storied houses. 

Is this real or a dream? 

The Saptarshi Mandala, the pleaid, whirls round 
Like a question reflecting the secret 

Found by the Universal mind of the poet. 
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25. A Vision of Woman 


It was on that day, 

When men had gathered to see the king, 
It was in their midst that ` 

I saw a woman whose beauty 


I had but glimpsed in my dreams. 


How beautifully dressed! How lovely! 
So fascinating, the way she stood! 
What dark, light-mirroring eyes! 

Was a she a woman or a phantom? 


I had never seen her before 
Nor did I desire to see her again: 
She was far too divine and 
I could not wish her to be mine. 


Yet, both my eyes stayed nailed 

To her face, and for a smile from her 

I would give away the world. 

The trading was done without a second's thought! 


Shall I call it love? My heart 

Did not throb to be one with hers. 

Shall I call it blind love? No, 

Her flashing eyes did not blind me. 

Was is a miracle curious? 

This much is true: Something 

Disturbed my heart and into its 

Dim- chamber crept a longing. a 
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26. Regeneration 


Behold against the brightening eastern sky 

On the distant horizon, the sun now crowning its summit 
The Blue Mountain, risen like Lord Varaha 

Up from the abyss, His consort Earth 
_ Abducted by the demons, mounted now 

On his strong-jawed snout. 


Behold the sun, the prince charming 
Kissing the earth, his sleeping beauty. 
Redeemed, the curse lifted 

Of polluting darkness, 

The world rises its eyes to the spirit, 
Joy flooding it over and over. 


On the earth's green braid 

` Glisten crystal drops of dew, 
The whispers of rustling leaves spread . 
To all the quarters of the sky. 


The sparrows twitter, dancing 
Thak-thak-thai 

Curious to see what they do, 
The lotus opens its eye. 


Today is not just any day; 
All things look enchanting 
As if the Eternal Lover has 
A vision of a new creation 


This bird, this beast, this hill, 
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This wooded valley 
This babbling brook, this sky, gold-red, 
All fresh and enchanting. 


Love 

Like rosy light irradiating the day 
Embraces 

Like fragrance pervading the air 

The soul senses, the mind grows luminous 
Verily again as He once did that day. 
The Lover calls His Beloved 

To love's Ballet. 


-Translated by 
K. Narasimha Murthy 
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27. War-Supporting Argument 


Only truth triumps, 
Not untruth: 
This is in the future. 


That which won 
Is the truth; 

That which lost 

Is untruth; 

This is in the past. 


How about the present? 
War is truth; 

Peace is untruth. 

To decide which is superior 
War is to be waged. 

Peace is nauseating! 


In war, truth sneaks in; 

In war, untruth dies; 

As long as people crave for truth 
So long will the war be waged. 
This is the worship of truth in truth 
And this they call the war. 

Let this war-supporting argument 
Amuse the readers all! 
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28. To a Poor Whore, A Friend 


(Seeing her four exhausted children) 


The brahmin in clothes ritually clean 
In the garden temple 
Held you and, polluted, took you 
In a dusty corner. 
The soldier so smart in the evening twilight 
Behind the Bungalow hedge 
Lay down in your arms all now awry 
In the evening twilight. 
The tradesman's son in his grandfather's shop 
Throwing away the balance 
Chuckling and chattering fell suddenly silent 
As he fell beside you. 
The gardener bringing you his present 
A basket full of jasmines 
Rolled his eyes all about you 
And rolled down with you. 
All the castes unite in you 
And the Lord from whom 
Once sprang the God of Love 
Entering your womb 
With head arms thighs feet all complete 
The Supreme Person 
Within you lies, all obliged to you, 
All obliged to you. 
Hathom Hathom Dhimiththom Dhimmiththom 
Dhikiti Dhdhikitiththom. 
“Translated by 
K. Narasimha Murthy 
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29. Madana To Gautama 


I am the heat that transmutes life's ore 
I am the blaze that burns away lust's smoke 
I the art that melts and merges one in the One 
The inspiration behind creation's deathless bliss. 


Utter not, O ascetic, words of such folly 
Would the sun survive the loss of his lustre? 
If love be the basic principle of life 
Where is room for existence, love denied? 


As desire to grow to a tree hides in the seed 
As desire to join the sea, in all flowing water 
Love lies hidden in every form of life 
Love that is sex charged with goodness, 
Knowledge, joy. 


A stream that has only so much water _ 

Avoids this and that, flows down by gravity's decree 
What is beyond limits to a river in spate? 

It overflows, drowning everything. 
How can you aspire, rejecting life's attachments, 

To praise the Lord who pervades and transcends the universe? 


What could His preference be, what to Him beyond limits? 
What kind of deliverance for one without love? 


Attachment and detatchment set limits 
And imperil the spirits growth 
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If you would gain communion with the universal spirit 
Transcend both these and seek and achieve love. 


Renounce righteousness, renounce unrightousness 
Renounce truth, renounce untruth 

Renounce that by which you these renounce 

This is the way, you must realise, to achieve bliss 


Now here, now there, the next moment elsewhere 
Your steps adhereing to no simple rule 

Like a deft dancer with poised movements 
Aspire to a life lived within this world. 


Passion yearns for existence 
So does renunciation, too 

Act in passion a little, in renunciation too a little 
The joy from enlightenment is what all are after. 


-Translated by 
K. Narasimha Murthy 
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30. You and I 


Before we fall in love 
It is this way; 
I live in me and you in you. 


Once we fall in love 
You are me and I am you, 
This is the music of love 


Before falling in love 

I am 'I' to all the world; 

Once I fall in love 

It is 'you' to all the world 

The 'I' stays back and 'You' is centre-stage, 
This is the music of love. 


Beauty flooded me first 
And now it floods you. 
I am the desire and 

You the fulfilment; 

Once we fall in love, 
This is the music of love. 
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31. Love - Hatred 


Who will tell me : 
What binds love with hate? 
Strange their relationship is! 


One gets to know the flower easy 
But who thinks of the sharp thorn? 
A single plant, yet two beings! 


Who will tell me 
What binds these, each to each? 


There is love in the womb of the cloud 
But there resides lightining too! 
One being, yet of dual kind! 


Who will tell me 
How one is bound to another? 


It is not hard to smile; 
It is easy to knit one's brow; 
It is love, but twin-natured! 


Who will tell me 
How one stays with another? 
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32. The Soul's Ultimate Quest 


I seek Kaustubha, the resplendent gem 
Where it glitters in the Lord's bosom. 


Out of my way, all you obstacles 
Out, you thorns that prick my feet. 


No more any hesitatation, no more 
Any dread of the demon of doubt. 


Beware of the will-o-the wisp that misleads 
And brings you back to where you started, 


Leaving you with the memory of vain travail. 


I long to return to my eternal home 
Such longing is my sole support in my condition. 


© earth-tree, allow freedom to the bud of life 
To blossom forth, unfurling its petals. 


May it spread, in its liberation, its fragrance 
May the soul be delivered from nature's womb. 


Here is the end, O life, to all ennui 
Proceed towards the light of the gem. 


Move away, move away, by God's grace 
From pure nature's fostering light. 
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No more for you the cycle of creation, destruction 
Move towards your union with the gem. 


The gem glows like a star far away 
The top spurt of the tree of God. 


As you get closer, it is bright like the sun 
Burning to ashes all your sin. 


No more sadness, no more suppliance 
No more are you nature's slave. 


You are one with all liberated souls 
In the divine bliss of enlightenment. 


In the radiant rays of the Kaustubha gem 
Challenging comparison with the Lord of the 
Universe's smile 


You flit about like a particle of dust. 
The Lord will not drive you away from him. 


I have arrived, what joy!, Whence I came 
The refuge of refuges, the Kastubha gem. 


-Translated by 
K. Narasimha Murthy 
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33. Selections from Male Degula 
I 


All doubts, tiring themselves out, 

Desire to arrive at their home, 

At this hill- temple. 

Life, wandering in the world of reality, 
And acquiring awareness inadequate, 

Seeks its restorative of peace in you- 

The fruit of the meditating minds of saints: 


The moving world presents points 

Of pleasure and pain but 

You are its still- centre; 

Beyond truth-untruth, right-wrong, good-bad 
You represent the bliss of yogis. 


At the threshoul of your door, 
Bowed down by weight of thought, 
Seeking expression through words, 

I stand with my head bowed down. 


II 


The tree bends down 

By the weight of the fruits 
And the cloud 

By the droplets of water; 
The goodman is gentle 
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Though weighted down with wealth; 


The man of knowledge is 
Humble by his awareness, 
And the seeker of truth 
By the internsity of pain; 


The devotee bends down 
By the weight of his devotion. 


The good poet, home to emotions, 
Is word-polite 

And dharma is understanding 
Of visions and truths plural; 


This temple in benediction blesses 
For it cures all of pride 
And in mystery has become ancient. 


He who bows down here 

Will stand straight everywhere; 
He who bows down here 

Will walk straight everywhete 


III 


This is neither a home nor a monastery; 
Not a king's palace either; 
This is no dancing-hall nor is this a caravanserai 


This is of no help to life 

That craves after pleasure. 

How did the stony-hill, then. 

Acquire this significance? 

The temple-tower with its pointed pinnacle 
Upholds the sky, and steadies it; 
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At night it wears a necklace of 
Twinkling stars. 


And down the clouds which cluster 
Round the tower comes 
Ganga cascading down, 
and the twin brids looks memerised. 


The vision of this vision leads 
My heart-beat; Is this the 
Ultimate place for man's desires? 


IV 


This is no image a scultor sculpted: 
This is a sacred icon: 

This is not space that takes shape 
As one wills; 

Nor is this an emanation of love 
Sprung from men's sorrows; 


Nor is this the harsh cycle 
Run by dry justice; 

From matter inert to life, 
From life to the state of soul, 
From the soul to bliss, to rasa. 


This is a live magnet of 

A culture lived by men which 

Draws the human mind to itself 

And mankind finds its resting place here. 
This is the auspicious place 

Where bliss has commerce with lust 
And has made this a home of santa 
And created a seer-perfected temple. 


50 / P.T. Narasimhachar 


CCO. Vasishtha Tripathi Collection. Digitized By Siddhanta eGangotri Gyaan Kosha 


34. Selections from Sri Haricharite 
(Vision of Bhandeera) 


Where is Brindavana, the home of magnificient 
Trees, and the sacred play- field of 

Balarama and Hari? Is it near Mathura 

In the north or on the blackish sand of 

The black, dirtied water of the Jamuna? 

Is it under the weak care of 

Weak and small men? Maybe 

Even there Brindavana, holding its 

Life-breath in its fist, breathes with 

Difficulty and is insensate: Men 

Alive with sentiments sigh deep, 

For Brindavana is home to nothing now! 

It stays away, and far off, from men 
Immersed in pleasures sensual 

And are impatient with their own 

Country, their fellow beings and poets and saints. 


Here everything is inert and Bharata dead. 


Where then does that play- field exist 
Where bright-eyed cowherd-boys play 
And where happy, satiate birds and beasts 
Roam? Where is the land that is 
Honoured by the feet of the one who 
Wisely curbs the proud and the haughty? 


Where then does Brindavana exist 
But in the minds of men, good and saintly? 
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Where one finds love and friendship 
And where there is no envy 

Nor futile competition nor jealousy 

And where there is affection for 

The others but no fear and : 
And where there is love of the country 
And of the countrymen, it is 

There that one sees Brindavana! 

Home of divine music and of 
Vanamali whose wavy ringlets of hair 
Are adorned with the feathers of the peacock 
And who is dressed in flowing silks of green. 
He stands, his body bent at an angle, 
And lifts the flute to his lips 

And plays on it to uplift the world... 
And if one is blessed it could 

Echo and re-echo in one's ears in 
Endless reverberation. 

And there his cowherd-friends play 

with him, and he with them. 

They get tired and he too with them! 


Then, those fortunate cowherd-boys 

Spread tender. leaves under a tree, 

Make him rest against the bole, 

Massage his feet, fan his face 

With palm-leaf fans, gather flowers wild, 
Make them into garlands and 

Crown him with them! 

And playing, in sport, the roles of eagle and bull 
They carry him on their back 

And in play he too carries them piggy-back! 
Pretends tiredness and so expresses 

The nature of the hidden great-self in him. 
But there is no commerce of give and take 
Between man and god, between jiva and deva, 


52 / P.T. Narasimhachar 


CCO. Vasishtha Tripathi Collection. Digitized By Siddhanta eGangotri Gyaan Kosha 


Here in this game, there neither 

Is a master-servant relation. 

This play, this Æa, played with abandon 
brings humility even in the God. 

And the young cowherd-boys were 
Fortunate in their friendship, and 

Had this sweet fruit to eat 

Which came to them unasked. 


And there with his friends 

Hari would play on rude pipes of reed, 
Re-create variegated voices of birds and 
Make them echo and re-echo. 

Or, he would raise to his lips the 
Cowherd's flute and play on it in solitude. 
He would make the flute put forth 

Notes that would measure the wide forest 
And the high sky through 

A combination of subtle sounds, 

Low and high and with pleasure 

Listen to the new harmonies and make 
The appreciation appear in his smiles and his bright eyes. 


Then, when fully sated, he would, 
With his brother, play on the 
Veena made of dry gourd... 


And Muralidhara to measure the music, 

To sound it to its depth, desired solitude 

And escaping the eyes of his friends, 

And of his brother, went alone into the forest: 


He who knew the tracks of the wild forest 
Went looking at spots impassable 

Which imposed silence all around and 

there he saw 
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A huge banyan tree, the king of the forest, 
The king of all the trees of Brindavana, 
He took in and exceeded the whole 
Field of vision of Krishna. 

And made the sky a vast rook 

Of green leaves, and made a 

Different kind of sky! 

He looked another Vamana who 
Measured the whole earth with his foot. 
It appeared as if the wind was in 
Passionate love with the cooing of birds 


And the murmer of the fluttering leaves 
Did not want to move away from 
Bhandeera and stayed put there. 

And dancing and wallowing in pleasure 
Krishna looked at it sateless! 

It rose from strenth and sources within 
Itself and was a thousand-pillard hall. 
So was it a town where birds held 
Celebration of their pleasure all the time! 
Thinking there would be certainty 

If only it put faith in the earth, it 
Grew and stood firm. 


Like a calf which tugs at the rope 
To suck milk from its mother, 

The tree, displaying animate, human 
Desire, sent from its long branches 
Pendant roots which moved down to 
Touch and reach mother earth. 
Krishna would feel, touch, their 
Tender root-leaves, again and again, 
But would not feel satisfied... 
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11. 


14. 


10. 


30. 


Notes 
[Numbers indicate the number of the poem] 


The Shadow : In my home-town, looking through the 
first-floor window of my house, I saw the shadow of 
an eagle, and this experience is at the base of the poem. 
Gandhi was then at Noakhali, on a walking mission of 
peace. 


The Statement of a Pond : Remembering the lotus- 
pond of my home-town, this was written. Even in things 
which appear to be inert, there is beauty, happiness and 
fruitful actions and thoughts. 


Ah, How Poor is God : It is enough if one is born 
a human being. Love, happiness, feelings of goodness 
would be eager to find their home in him. God-Hari-is 
a treasure house of such elevating values. 


On Seeing the Sea : "There is pleasure only in things 
great not in things mean," is a Upanishadic-saying... That 
energy which creates a boundary for the ocean sees that 
it is not over-run: This power is rfa. I stand in the 
controlling presence of this zza which holds in check the 
ocean and therefore I feel compassion for it. 

You and I : The entire gamut of love, of its various 
notes, is in giving, in effacing the self. 


The Story-teller : A poem which offers a tribute to 
Vyasa, Valmiki and Kalidasa and celebrates the charm of 
the art of the poet. 
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15. The Poet : Only a mind calm and composed can lead 
one god-ward or towards auspiciousness. Hills, river, the 
sun and the moon and man and animals are all mind- 
born and so are gods and goddesses. The poet is one 
who can, through thoughts and emotions, give expres- 
sion to ananda which is at the core of all these beings, 
animate and inanimate. 


2. My Song : A poem indicative of my poetic view. The 
point is this: a poem composed in the intensity of pas- 
sion excites passions and not aesthetic enjoyment or 
rasanubhava... There is pleasure because thoughts have found 
expression but there is fear because one does not know 
whether they have been given aesthetically adequate forms. 


25. A Vision of Woman : The beauty of some does not 
arouse any carnal desire in us. On the contrary, it fills 
the mind with a noble, divine emotion. Like musical 
compositions and images of gods and godesses. 


12. A Fun-Vision of the Divine : Once I visited my 
brother-in-law who was a station-master at Devanahalli. 
The poem expresses an experience, a mood familar to 
poets, lovers and lunatics. We cannot make it happen at 
will. I don't think I can again see the vision of that 
buffallo and its behaviour. More so as, at first, it did 
not appear to be a buffallo at all. 


8. The Pomegranate Seeds : A kind of a mad, crazy 
experience. 


18. The Fear of Darkness : The word 'Tama'# meas dark- 


ness but it also suggests ignorance and lack of spiritual 
knowledge. (tr) 


16. An Evening : The poet's mind is like the darkened 
sky, his thoughts and emotions are like the stars. There 
is more darkness and less light. 
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Some Important Events 
in Pu.Ti.Na's Life 


1905 : Born at Melkote 


1925 : Weds Smt. Sheshamma. 

1926 : B.A. degree from the University of Mysore 

1927 : Joins the Indian Army Offices. 

1931 : First Collection of Essays, Ramachariya Nenapu 
published. 

1933 : First collection of poems, Hanathe, published. 

1952 :, Editor in the offices of Karnataka Legislature. 

1960 : Superaunuation 


1960-1963 : Editor, Kannada Encyclopedia, University of Mysore 
1963-1968 : Editor, English-Kannada Disctionary, Mysore Univer- 


sity. 

1966 : Central Sahitya Akademi Award. (for Hamsa 
Damayanthi & other operas) 

1971 : Doctor of Letters, Honoris causa, Mysore Uni- 

è versity. 

1979 : Visits the U.S.A 

1981 : President, Kannada Sahitya Sammelana, 
Chikkamagalur. 

1981 : Felicitation volume 'Yadugir' released 

1988 : Karnataka State Sahitya Akademy Award for the 
best creative work (Sri Haricharite) 


1994 : Karnataka Government's prestegious 'Pampa' Award. 
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Important works of Pu.Ti.Na: 
Collections of Poems 


1.  Hanathe 1933 
‘2. Mandaliru 2 1936 
3. Sharada Yamini 1944 
4. Ganesha Darshana 1947 
5. Rasa Saraswati > 1953 
6. Male Degula 1954 
7. Hridgaya Vibari 1960 
8.  “Arhithi (Selected poems) 1971 
“9. Irula Meragu 1974 
10. Hale Beru-Hosa Chiguru 1981 
11. Embattara Nalqgu `- ` 1988 
12. Collected poems 1988 
13. Sri Haricharite, i ; 1988 
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14. 
15. 


16. 
17. 
18. 


19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 


Verse Translation 


Bhagavadgita (from Sanskrit) 1951 
Siribayi Nudi (from Tamil) 1955 
Mahaprashthana (from Sanskrit) 1958 


Faust (ftom English) 


Transposed Heads (from English) 1965 
Essays 
Ramachariya Nenapugalu 1931 


Rathasaptami Mattu Itara Chitragalu 
Echalumarada Kelage 

Dhenuka Purana 

Yadugiriyolli Gellyaru 1971 
Dbhwaja Rakshane (Stories) 
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25: 
26. 


Literary Criticism 


Kavya Kutoohala 
Deepalekha 
Rasa pragne 


. Ahalye 


Gokula Nirgamana 
Vikatakavi Vijaya 


Operas 


- Hamsa Damayanti and other. Operas 
. Sri Rama Pattabhisheka 
3. Satyayana Haricshchandra 


Miscellancous 
» ‘ 
mmalvar (Translation) 


na Bharatiya Sabitya (Translation) 


1966 
1980 
1981 


1940 
1949 
1949 
1965 


1969 
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Firmly rooted in therrich traditio 
Sanskrit literature and! philosophy, 
receptive to new ideas fromit 
Purohita TirunarayanajNarasi 
'PuiTi.Na.' (1905-1998)) Fel nipa) 
Akademi, grew into/alformid ya 
fascinating combinationlofithe 
new, of the east, Se thew: 


eee a selection ofiso 
lyrics; parts of longjpoems 
wrote during hisisix-decadesilong 
(1930-1990) of astonishingjcreativity: HA 
recipient of many:prestigiousiNa ¡onalfal 
State Awards including the Sahitya = 
Akademi/Award: PUTIN alisioneiof 
finest poets ofthe Navodaya poetrylin 
Kannada. 


D. A. Shankar, educated in India and 
abroad, was untilirecently an Emeritus 
Professor of English/at the Universitylof. 
Mysore. A creative writer and translatorof 
repute, his latest work is the English 
rendering of the Kannada classi¢; 
Shoonyasampadane of 15th century. 
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